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POEMS 

I've  looked  a  lot  around  me 

For  the  definition  of  a  man, 
I've  searched  the  Highlands  of  Scotland 

And  even  in  Pakistan. 
But  in  the  West  I  found  him, 
A  fierce  chief  was  he, 
Tan  of  face, 

Son  of  an  Ancient  Race, 
This  Mighty  Cherokee. 


My  fair  lady  of  Abergammon, 

Will  you  accept  this  handsome  salmon  ? 

In  the  Monnow  I  caught  this  gem, 

Right  on  the  tick  of  quarter  to  ten. 

Into  my  kitchen  you  bright  big  boy, 

You  this  day  have  brought  me  joy, 

Some  bakestone  cakes  I  lay  before  thee, 

"  My  lady,"  you  simply  floor  me, 

And  were  you  but  a  gentle  miss, 

Those  cherry  ripe  lips  I  would  surely  kiss. 


The  "  iron  horse  "  does  me  inspire, 
Her  grace  I  always  do  admire, 
And  in  her  heart  a  mighty  fire, 
Tho'  she  never  seems  to  perspire, 
Taking  me  to  my  destination 
Anywhere  in  this  grand  old  nation. 


The  Brecon  Beacons,  how  high  they  stand  ! 
They  seem  to  say,  "  Don't  touch  this  land, 
This  paradise  belongs  to  the  tribe  of  Dan, 
Protected  by  Jehovah's  Hand." 


It's  not  for  me  to  judge  and  say 
How  man  should  learn  to  love  and  play, 
Fair  ladies  are  loved  by  very  many, 
Mysterious  and  dark  by  Tim  and  Harry, 
But  auburn  seems  to  be  my  choice, 
With  a  velvety  white  bosom 
And  soft  cooing  voice. 


Out  of  the  "  Flophouse  "  he  ambled, 

Rheumatic  and  very  lame, 

Too  late  to  hear  the  officers  shout,  "  Lookout  !  " 

I  did  not  know  his  name  ; 

Knocked  off  his  feet,  he  lay  in  the  street, 

"  Only  a  bum,"  said  the  Policeman, 

"  We  get  'em  all  the  time." 

But  to  his  mother  in  heaven  he's  her  one  and  only  son. 


"  Believe  me,  brother,  I'm  just  let  out 

From  yonder  hospital,  and  down  and  out ; 

Look  at  this  arm,  it's  at  half  mast, 

Bound  up  in  this  plaster  cast." 

"  Surely  you  have  somewhere  to  go, 

Out  of  this  wind  and  driving  snow  ?  " 

Confused  he  was,  it  was  plain  to  see, 

This  darkie  it  seemed  was  up  a  tree. 

Believe  me,  friend,  it's  happened  to  me, 

I  had  but  a  paltry  fifty  cents, 

I  myself  was  badly  bent. 

Like  the  Widow  I  gave  him  this  little  mite, 

Hoping  that  things  for  him  would  turn  out  all  right. 


"  Don't  be  a  fool,"  cried  Patrick  O'Toole, 

To  Cassidy  the  Kelt, 

"  The  Enemy's  strong,  and  sure  to  conquer  the  world." 

But  Cassidy  the  great,  like  Fogarty  the  man, 

He  new  the  Allaghman, 

"  And  on  this  date  I'll  meet  my  fate, 

To  live  or  die  for  freedom's  sake  !  " 

Amazed  the  British  Army  stood, 

While  from  the  Emerald  Isle,  Cassidy 

They  knew  was  up  to  no  blooming  good. 

A  hundred  and  fifty  of  the  enemy  he  captured  with  a 

smile, 
The  V.C.,  the  D.C.M.,  the  M.M.,  he  won  by  a  country  mile. 


There's  a  land  I  love  above  all  others, 
It's  the  home  of  my  Father  and  Mother  ; 
In  Holy  Trinity  Churchyard  they  lie, 
Lord  bless  them  both  this  very  day. 


Owen  Glendower  had  the  power 
And  used  it  for  the  right, 
To  defend  his  people 
And  his  church  and  steeple, 
He  laid  down  his  very  life. 


Just  a  station  at  the  wayside 

For  the  likes  of  you  and  me, 

Full  of  mates  and  blousy  Kates 

Sipping  their  afternoon  tea, 

When  in  stepped  an  Indian  Maiden 

With  face  and  carriage  divine, 

A  chap  he  said,  "  I  wish  she  were  mine." 

But  this  Indian  lass, 

With  all  this  class, 

Was  not  for  the  likes  of  you  and  me, 

A  princess  she  was  of  an  Indian  Tribe 

The  Pottawattami. 


Boadicea  was  a  British  Queen, 

Six  feet  eight  when  in  her  teens  ; 

This  fair  haired  lass, 

The  finest  warrior  in  her  class, 

At  the  battle  of  Ludgate  Hill, 

Ninety  thousand  Romans  did  kill ; 

The  Emperor,  old  Suetonius, 

Said,  "  Boys,  she's  made  an  ass  of  all  of  us.' 


Barney  was  of  the  Algonquin 

And  it  was  a  mighty  clan, 

He  married  a  shy  Indian  maiden 

And  settled  down  like  a  man. 

They  raised  a  fine  lot  of  youngsters, 

Upon  their  fertile  farm  ; 

They  were  a  credit  to  the  nation 

From  which  his  Fathers  sprang. 

He  plowed  all  day 

And  made  the  hay 

And  fed  his  cows  and  chickens  too  ; 

A  humdrum  life  they  say  he  led, 

That  is  silly  people  like  Sue  and  Ned, 

But  making  hay  while  the  sun  still  shone, 

Was  Barney's  philosophy  ; 

And  there's  simple  logic  in  what  he  thought, 

For  the  like  of  you  and  me. 


Your  waters  green  and  stagnant  with  age, 

Lilies  standing  in  purple  sage, 

Bushes  of  May  line  thy  banks 

Giving  to  you  their  only  thanks  ; 

Once  your  waters  parted  in  waves  so  slow, 

And  a  barge  a  horse  would  gently  tow  ; 

To  see  your  waters  I  did  vow, 

My  memories  of  you  I  treasure  now. 


It's  on  the  sea 

I  love  to  be, 

Worldly  things  please  keep  from  me, 

Each  wave  a  message  seems  to  give, 

Marry  me  and  really  live  ; 

A  dancing  whitecap  over  yonder. 

Makes  for  her  my  love  grow  fonder. 


Little  River  Wye  as  I  lie 
Sing  me  a  sweet  little  lullaby  ; 
Yonder  meadow  delights  my  fondest  dreams, 
Out  of  this  universe  it  all  quiet  seems  ; 
Bluebell  dancing  with  Daffodil  bright, 
Ragged  Robins  swaying  e'er  so  slight, 
Primroses  graceful,  standing  straight, 
Violets  clustered  in  bouquets  of  eight, 
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The  tall  Marguerites  seem  ever  so  frail, 
Bending  low  o'er  yonder  trail ; 
The  Castle  Banner  in  the  breeze, 
Lends  its  majesty,  if  you  please  ; 
In  fancy  free  a  Norman  I  see 
Standing  guard  o'er  his  fairy  queen, 
This  dream  of  mine  in  old  Abergavenny, 
Is  yours  also  if  you  would  spend  a  penny. 


Poor  old  man  from  Aberdare, 

Hair  on  his  head  still  quite  fair, 

At  the  end  of  his  dreams, 

Only  the  Alms  house  now  it  seems  ; 

Worked  very  hard  when  he  was  young, 

His  only  thanks,  a  job  well  done, 

And  his  reward  can  only  be, 

Jehovah's  promise,  "  You  are  one  with  Me.' 


The  Clydach  fills  my  heart  with  joy 

And  seems  to  play  like  a  naughty  boy, 

Her  waterfalls  carreen  so  madly  down, 

Some  bits  jumping  like  a  silly  clown, 

Dashing  over  crags  and  boulders, 

Sunlight  o'er  one  of  her  shoulders, 

Roaring  catch  me  if  you  can, 

Thou  cans't,  because  thou  art  but  mortal  man. 
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For  seven  years  He  dwelt  among  us, 

The  gentle  Saviour  from  Palestine, 

Reverent  and  divine, 

He  ministered  to  the  folk  of  Devon, 

Somerset  also,  the  legend  says, 

Cornwall  was  not  forgotten, 

Tin  miners  and  fishermen, 

The  Druid  scholars  of  Caerleon, 

With  His  gentle  hands  He  blessed  ; 

To  Him,  the  loving  Saviour, 

Their  sins  they  did  confess. 

His  stay  was  short,  He  had  to  leave  us, 

This  pure  youth  from  Bethlehem, 

To  win  his  Victory  on  the  Cross, 

His  departure  from  the  Kelts  of  Britain 

Who  loved  this  Holy  Father  of  theirs, 

Moved  men,  women,  and  little  children, 

To  tears. 


The  mountains  of  Muskoka 
Enclose  her  ebony  lakes, 
And  cloudy  skies  of  white  and  blue 
Reflect  on  water  snakes. 


* 
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The  Welsh  girls  sing  like  nightingales 
And  know  how  to  tell  a  tale  ; 
They  learn  to  sail  a  boat  in  a  salty  gale  ; 
The  harp  they  play  with  gusto  and  joy  ; 
It's  simple  the  way  they  catch  a  boy. 


Yes,  by  golly,  it's  me  and  Dolly, 
Spooning  and  kissing  under  the  Folly, 
Casting  our  eyes  o'er  scenery  so  sweet, 
Wee  flowers  sadly  under  our  feet. 


The  sky  is  full  of  mighty  thunder, 
How  oft  have  I  had  cause  to  wonder  ; 
Can  there  be  a  mighty  force 
Unknown  to  us  in  this  universe  ? 
Or  are  there  angry  men  up  there, 
Venting  their  anger  everywhere  ? 
How  oft  have  I  wondered. 


I've  wandered  in  many  a  clime, 

Many  times  without  a  dime, 

And  seen  all  types  and  species  of  men, 

But  of  all  the  men  that  I  like  best, 

Give  me  the  Indian  of  the  grand  old  west. 
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CARACTACUS 

Before  the  mighty  Caesar, 
Stood  Caractacus  the  Kelt, 
Still  not  cowed  with  head  unbowed, 
Britons  he  made  feel  justly  proud. 


Fool,  while  there  still  is  time, 

Seek  the  Saviour  and  His  love  divine. 

Harmony  can  be  thine  ; 

More  important,  peace  of  mind. 


Gently  falls  the  snow, 

Stained  glassed  windows  all  aglow 

Christmas  Eve, 

Everyone  merry  and  ever  so  gay 

The  Vicar  from  his  pulpit, 

Did  say, 

"  Christ  our  Lord  is  born  to-day." 
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FITZ  THE  GIANT  KILLES 

Ed  Dunkorst  came  from  Michigan, 
A  lumberjack  was  he, 
Fancied  himself  as  a  fighter 
And  was  built  as  big  as  a  tree. 
He  weighed  three  hundred  and  twenty-five, 
And  his  height  was  six  feet  nine, 
They  matched  him  with  a  bloke  named  Fitz, 
Six  feet  and  a  scant  one  sixty  nine. 
The  handlers  of  old  Fitz  that  day, 
Pleaded,  "  Bob  he's  much  too  tall." 
But  Fitz  replied,  with  that  freckle-faced  smile, 
"  The  bigger  they  are  the  harder  they  fall." 
Fitz  then  made  his  famous  shift 
And  hooked  his  mighty  left  ; 
He  struck  with  his  right  at  the  Michigan's  jaw, 
And  the  gigantic  Ed  loudly  hit  the  floor, 
The  cousin  Jacks  from  Cornwall  acclaimed  old  Bob  aloud 
As  the  mighty  Fitz 

Raised — then  clasped  his  hands — at  the  thunderous  roar 
of  the  maddened  crowd. 


JULES 

Jules  he  was  a  Canadian,  French  extraction  true, 
He  served  his  God  'fore  serving  man 
And  died  in  a  chair  like  a  gentleman. 
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THE  FORTY-FIRST 

Hull  had  rapidly  crossed  the  border, 

Sullenly  Canadians  and  French  obeyed  his  orders  ; 

Procter  with  the  Forty-First  stood  hard, 

Astride  the  little  stream  called  Riviere  Canard, 

The  sun  was  setting  on  the  Yankee  right, 

And  each  American  spoiling  to  fight, 

They  volleyed  loud  with  their  musketry, 

And  they  tried  the  bayonet  with  their  infantry, 

But  the  dogged  Welch  would  give  no  ground, 

And  Hull  in  amazement  said,  "  I  will  be  bound." 

The  brave  Ohians  were  very  bold 

But  the  lads  from  Cambria  stopped  them  cold, 

The  Tennessee  boys,  and  Kentuckians  too,  tried  a  massive 
assault, 

But  the  slashing  bayonets  of  these  tiger  boys  soon  brought 
them  to  a  halt, 

The  carnage  raged  on  through  the  night, 

The  battlefield  an  unbelievable  sight, 

The  morning  broke,  it  came  in  stitches, 

All  you  could  see  was  the  rear  of  the  Yankee  britches, 

The  Forty-First  had  stemmed  the  tide, 

And  tanned  the  pants  off  the  yankee  hide. 
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THE  OTTAWA  TRIBE 

The  Ottawa  were  savage 

And  the  white  man  they  would  ravage, 

They  never  believed  in  any  quarter, 

As  white  folks  they  tried  to  slaughter  ; 

A  pale  face  English  marm  strayed  from  the  fort  one  day, 

And  an  Ottawa  Tomahawk  crushed  her  skull,  they  say, 

A  knife  brought  forth  her  unborn  child, 

And  these  devils  went  completely  wild  ; 

The  fleshy  part  they  did  eat, 

But  threw  away  the  head  and  feet ; 

But  justice  comes  to  all  I  reckon  ; 

They  tried  to  battle  the  Forty-Second, 

The  Scotsmen  wielded  their  claymores  with  skill 

And  all  the  Ottawas  did  kill ; 

The  Monongahela  mighty  in  flood, 

Filled  to  the  brim  with  the  savages'  blood. 


SIMPLE  SAM 

If  I  had  but  the  dignity 

And  carriage  of  an  Englishman, 

The  broad  padded  shoulders  of  an  American, 

Dance  the  fandango  like  a  Spanish  Don, 

Step  off  a  jig  like  a  Scotsman,  Hoot  Mon, 

Ride  a  horse  gracefully  like  a  Mexican, 

And  love  the  ladies  like  a  Frenchman  can, 

Fight  like  the  devil,  Saturday  night  like  the  Welshman, 

Me  thinks  I  wouldn't  be  known  as  old  Simple  Sam  ; 

But  after  all,  I'm  me  and  I  don't  care  a  darn. 
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